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were, that any one would be so foolhardy as to ven-
ture on it. My friend replied that not only was there
a track but the Striding Edge was " the thing to do "
for all who climbed up Helvellyn. I could hardly
believe what he said, but remembering a little
maxim of Carlyle's I had garnered in my college
days, " Solve all doubts by action/' I instantly
brushed aside the pusillanimous thoughts that had
taken possession of me and just went ahead. And
when we came to the top of Helvellyn and my friend
traced the track leading down the Edge, I simply
followed him without looking back an instant. In
about a quarter of an hour we jumped on the Edge,
having descended or slid down, to put it more cor-
rectly, the well-nigh perpendicular stony track from
Helvellyn. Once on the Edge, the path did not
appear perilous at all, though at times we had to
pull ourselves up sharp jutting-out rocks with both
hands, and frequently round a corner the path
became uncomfortably narrow and needed rather
steady nerves to keep away from Eternity that
yawned invitingly at our feet. However, without
much difficulty we compassed this exciting bit of
our excursion, and when we came to the end of it
we saw Patterdale lying hundreds of feet below us.
Going down into the dale was rather tedious, as the
path seemed to lengthen as we went, and it was very
nearly five when we walked through the woods of
Patterdale and entered a way-side inn to have some
tea. From here I intended taking the Ullswater
Coach for Ambleside and then another for Bowness.
It was now nearly six and I was rather fatigued with